Lars' Notebook 


Author: JessyUlrich 

Bands: Metallica 

Characters: James Hetfield, Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jul 10 2017 12:52:03 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


James Discovers Something Interesting 
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Lars sighed as he shifted his weight on the couch. He knew he should be writing lyrics, but he couldn't clear 
his mind. The room was silent save for the ticking of the wall clock and his breathing. He looked down at his 
progress and found that the thoughts occupying his mind had gotten the best of him. 


His whole page was covered in hearts and ‘| love you's' and in the center was James' name in big letters. He 
buried his face in his hands and slammed the notebook shut. He had been in love with James since 1983, and 
now its 2011. Here it was thirty-four years later, and his heart still didn't understand that his love would 


never be reciprocated. 


Lars had kept this secret from James for so long that it was no longer a chore. It was just a standard part of 


his everyday routine. Trying to hide his longing glances during rehearsals, making sure his touches weren't to 
lingering. It all was just standard nature to him. He checked his watch and saw that it was getting close to 


dinner time. 


Lars closed the notebook and tossed it on the coffee table. He grabbed his jacket and keys, and made sure he 
had his wallet before heading out to his car. The others wouldn't be back for a couple of hours so he figured 
he had plenty of time to get some food, come back, and finish writing down possible lyrics for their next 
album. He pulled out of the parking lot in search of some greasy fast food place. Anything to distract his brain 


from thinking about how gorgeous James Alan Hetfield is for once. 


James waved goodbye to Kirk and Rob and headed back to his pickup truck. They had just finished with an 
interview that was supposed to last way longer than it did. Something about the radio station guy being sick. He 
didn't really care too much. His main focus was getting back to the studio to heat up his dinner. He was 


starving. 


Fifteen minutes later he was parking in his usual spot. James got out and clicked the key fob to lock his truck. 
The headlights blinked twice and it honked to insinuate that it was indeed locked. Once inside his stomach 
started to growl loudly. Man was he hungry. James started toward the kitchen when he noticed it was eerily 


quiet. "Lars! Lars are you here? Hey man you wanna split a pizza?" He was surprised to get no response. 


Walking into the recording area he found it completely empty aside from Lars' notebook. James looked around 
to make sure no one was coming and picked it up. It was one of those composition notebooks and it had seen 
better days. He smoothed his hand over the cover and bit his lip. Normally he would ask permission before 
invading anyone's space, but curiosity was getting the best of him. How much could it hurt to just take one 
little peek? Lars would share the lyrics he came up with anyway right? 


James took one last look around and carefully opened the notebook. The spine gave a slight popping sound that 
was almost too loud for such a quiet room. At first he didn't see anything but Lars’ chicken scratch. He 
continued to leaf through the pages until he came across something that made him drop the notebook in shock. 
It hit the coffee table with a loud thud and all James could do was stare. There on the page was his name 
with all kinds of hearts and terms of endearment. All in Lars‘ handwriting. 


That couldn't be right though. Lars would have told him.wouldn't he? James picked the notebook up again and it 
suddenly felt heavy in his hands. Just then he heard the sound of Lars coming through the door. "Hey James 
you're back early. How was the--" James turned to look at him with a questioning look in his eyes. He saw Lars 
eye him first and then the notebook in his hands. All the color drain from Lars' face. Before he could stop him 
Lars dropped everything in his hands and ran. 


The Abandoned House 
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James was in more shock than he had ever been before. Not only had he just discovered something Lars had 
been keeping from him for God knows how long, but his best friend for over thirty years had actually avoided 
confrontation. This was something he never expected. Normally Lars would speak his mind, argue even. Running 
was something new. James threw the notebook into his duffel laying next to his guitar stand and took off after 


Lars. 


He seriously hoped he hadn't left, but knowing his luck Lars was probably already five blocks from the studio. 
James made it to the parking lot and sighed when he saw his vehicle all alone under the street lamp. Rain 
glistened off the pavement as he jogged to his truck. Lars may have took off, but at least James had one 


thing going for him. He knew where Lars would be. 


Knowing someone for this long had it's perks. When they were kids they would always sneak into this old house 
to get drunk or high. It was a great place to hide from the cops, and it was also a good place to go to be alone. 
James cut his headlights off a block away from the place, and killed the engine. He didn't want to just pull right 
up to the house for fear of Lars bolting again 


As he neared the driveway he saw the faint outline of Lars' Mercedes and sighed with relief. Well at least he 
knew this much about his best friend. James climbed the steel gate with a little more effort than he was used 
too and landed on the other side with about as much grace as a fifty-three year old man could have. Brushing 


himself off he slowly walked towards the front door. 


He had made it this far, but he really hadn't thought about what to say. James was never really good with 
conversation much less consoling someone. He really hoped this went well. Swallowing the lump in his throat he 


pushed open the front door. It creaked with age and his boots echoed on the hardwood floor. Apart from that 


it was complete silence. That was until he heard a noise coming from the back part of the house. 


As he got closer he realized that he was hearing the sound of Lars crying. Fuck man.. he hadn't seen Lars cry 
since [998 when his Mom passed away. That was hard enough for James. He didn't like it when people he loved 

cried. Yes, he loved Lars, but he hadn't considered it to be anything beyond platonic. Not until today at least. He 
stopped outside the door and hesitated. Should he say something or just walk in? He went with the former and 


cleared his throat. "L-Lars? Hey man..can | uh. can | come in?" 


Lars stiffened at the sound of James' voice. Of course he knew where he'd be. This was their hangout when 


they were kids. He would have gone somewhere else, but this was where familiarity brought him. He had been 


completely on autopilot while he drove, and he ended up here. Lars swiped the sleeve of his hoodie over his 
face as he heard the sound of the door opening. He couldn't bear to turn around. His chest hurt as he 


anticipated the rejection he knew he would receive. 


James stepped through the threshold carefully. He wasn't used to this skiddish side of his best friend. "Hey 
man. | want you to know that l'm not mad at you. l'm more shocked than anything.” He tentatively placed a 
hand in the middle of Lars' back and immediately felt him tense. It hurt to see Lars react this way. James felt 
compelled to do something. Anything to make him feel better. 


"C'mon Lars. Talk to me.. please? Just tell me what's going on. | promise I'll lis--" Lars turned to him then. his 
eyes were shining as new tears were forming. James’ eyes followed a couple that began to slide down his 
cheeks. He suddenly felt the need to reach out and brush them away, but he dare not move. He didn't want to 
spook Lars again so he just stayed still. 


"You wanna know what's going on James?! | focking love you okay??? There | said it! I'm in focking love with you 
James Hetfield! Head over heels or whatever you wanna call it, so you can go ahead and tell me how stupid | 
am. Just get it over with!" James felt a pang of guilt in his chest. How had he not seen this before? How had 
he not caught on? Lars just kept staring at him, tears falling more rapidly from his eyes as he waited. 


What a time for words to fail him. James Hetfield, one of the writers for some of the most recognized songs 
on this planet, and he couldn't think of a response to his greatest friend. He closed his eyes and swallowed. He 
hated to see Lars like this. He was supposed to be the strong one. The one who picked everyone else up when 
they needed a kick in the ass. Hell, Lars was the one who kept the band alive after Cliff passed away. There 


was only one way for him to fix this, and it was now or never. 


James opened his eyes and ever so slowly reached out to cup his cheek. He could feel Lars start to lean into 
his touch and then stop himself. It broke James’ heart. How long had he been going through this? Just before 
James made up his mind about what he was about to do Lars spoke. "Well say something.. a-anything.” 


Instead of saying something James began to slowly lean in towards the smaller man. He heard Lars' breath 
hitch as he gathered what was about to happen. James closed his eyes and gingerly connected their lips. He 
felt Lars' bottom lip quiver as new tears fell against their lips. James pulled away and swiped the pad of his 
thumb across Lars’ tear-stained cheek He felt something when they kissed. Something new that he had never 


felt before, and he needed to feel it again 


This time when he kissed Lars he put every ounce of soul into it. Every smile, every laugh, every thought, 
everything he ever felt for Lars that he never gave a second thought about was poured into that one kiss. He 
gripped Lars' shoulder to ground himself because he suddenly felt light headed. James heard him whimper as 
he pulled away. 


What did this mean? There were so many thoughts racing through his head that he couldn't stop to focus on 
just one. For one thing, they were both married with three kids each. He loved his wife, loved her with all his 


heart. She was his rock. He knew Lars felt the same way about Jessica, but this was something they both 


couldn't ignore. So what now? 


The Promise 
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Lars couldn't believe what just happened. Did James really just kiss him? Twice? Bewilderment overtook him as 
he looked up at the taller man with his tear-stained face. "Ja-James? l-l don't understa--" Lars felt the slight 


pressure of James’ index finger on his lips, shushing him. 


"| don't understand either Lars. This is all new for me too. The one thing that | do know is that | felt something 
when | kissed you. Something that | don't want to be without. Seeing you so upset like that... it. |. | felt helpless. 
Seeing you cry breaks my heart" He reached out and lightly caressed Lars' bottom lip that was swollen from 
their earlier kisses. "| promise we will figure this out. You won't have to keep anything from me anymore 


okay?" 


Lars nodded and rested his forehead against James’ toned chest. He could feel the rhythmic sound of his 
heartbeat, and it calmed him. They stayed like that for a few minutes before both of their stomachs growled 
in unison Lars chuckled as he pulled away slightly. "Sounds like we are both hungry. Would you maybe want to 
get some food?" He suddenly felt shy as he looked down at his shoes. He toed an old rusty nail that was 
coming out of the worn out floor boards. Was it okay to ask James to dinner? They had been to dinner plenty 
of other times, but this time was different. James knew how he felt now. He wouldn't be weirded out right? Oh 
what if he thought this was a date? So many thoughts swam through Lars' mind as he turned his attention 
back to the nail. 


James thought Lars' shyness was the most adorable thing he had ever seen. This was another new side of 
him that he wasn't used too. The Lars he knew was confident, assertive even, but this.. the submissiveness in 
his tone was truly a turn on for James. He used two fingers to raise the smaller mans chin so his eyes locked 
with his. "Lars, are you asking me out on a date?" James knew that asking this would make Lars nervous, but 
he wanted to chip away at the walls around his heart that he kept so guarded. He wanted to show Lars that 
he could in fact trust him with everything. Even his heart. 


Lars shifted his weight and looked anywhere but James’ eyes. He cleared his throat and bit the inside of his 
cheek nervously. "Umm. l.. | mean we have gone to dinner several times before, but that was before you knew 
about me liking you and | don't want to freak you out or go too fast in our newfound relationship. Oh.. fock that 
came out wrong.. | don't want to assume you and | are in a relationship together since | don't know if you want 
what | want and.. shit.. |." Lars was interrupted by James’ lips being crushed onto his once again. The same 
butterflies he had the first two times they kissed beat wildly against the walls of his stomach. His kiss was 
intoxicating. Just like he always thought it would be. 


James reluctantly broke the kiss, and smiled his famous Hetfield smile. "Lars of course | want to go on a date 
with you. Has anyone ever told you how adorable you are when you get shy?" Lars punched him playfully in 
the arm. "Fock you Hetfield." James smiled down at him before holding out his hand for Lars to take. Their 
hands fit together perfectly. Lars' smaller hand fit snugly in James' larger one, and it just felt so right. Like 
the missing puzzle piece that filled the hole in Lars' heart was finally found. 


"Shall we?" James gestured toward the hallway of the abandoned house. Lars nodded and they walked toward 
the front door. The cool evening air nipped at their exposed skin as they walked towards the front gate. The 
rain had stopped, and the sky had cleared up. Almost like it too had a weight lifted off it's shoulders. James 
helped Lars up and over the gate before climbing over himself. They brushed themselves off and joined hands 


again. 


"James, where is your truck? Please tell me you didn't walk here." Lars asked as he looked around curiously 
for the big black vehicle. James pointed to the stop sign that stood at the opposite end of the street. "I parked 
around the corner down there. | guess | was afraid you would run from me again so | took all necessary 
precautions." Lars looked up at James apologetically and James shook his head. "No need to be sorry. | know 
you didn't expect me to figure this out the way | did" Lars chuckled. "Yeah..about that.. | mean | wanted to tell 
you. Everyday since March 5th, 1983 | held in my feelings for you. Seeing you up there on stage, the passion 
you project through your music, the way you carry yourself when you have a guitar in your hands, it's 


beautiful.. you're beautiful" 


James opened his mouth to respond, but again words neglected to come. Did Lars just say he had been keeping 
this from him since 1983?" Lars cocked his head to one side. "You okay James? Did | say something wrong?" 
James shook his head and swallowed thickly. "God Lars, |.! had no idea you had been holding onto this for so 
long." He trailed off not knowing what else to say to finish his thought. Lars laced his fingers through James' 
again and looked lovingly up at him. "Don't sweat it. It was hard at first, but | learned to cope with it. | had 
been keeping my feelings in for so long that it just became part of my day to day routine. You know now, so 
let's not dwell on the past." 


James nodded and let Lars lead him toward his SUV. "Now lets go get some food. We can take my car since 
it's right here." The car ride to dinner was silent with the exception of the radio softly playing. James couldn't 
believe Lars hid this from him for thirty-four years. He needed to make this up to him somehow. He turned 
his gaze from the road over to Lars. He was drumming on the steering wheel humming along to one of his 
favorite Led Zeppelin songs. James noticed that he actually looked happy. Not that he didn't look happy before, 
but now.. now it was truly genuine. It radiated off him. In that moment he vowed to do something special for 


Lars to make up for the time they lost. But how? 


Family Meeting 
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Lars pulled his Mercedes into a little diner they had become familiar with over the years. He turned the 
ignition off and grabbed his phone and wallet out of the cup holder. "This okay? | was craving burgers. If not 
we can get whatever you want" James just sat there staring at Lars. He seemed like a whole new person. His 
eyes even seemed brighter. He noticed Lars tilt his head slightly at his silence. "James..? Earth to James. Hello? 


You can come back to Earth now where you belong." James blinked rapidly a few times and shook his head 


slightly. "What? Oh.burgers. yeah that's fine.” 


Lars eyed him suspiciously but decided not to ask him anymore questions. The two got out of the car and 
headed to the entrance of the little hole-in-the-wall restaurant. James held the door for Lars and the bells 
attached to it chimed as it closed behind them. It was a good thing it was so late at night now. If they entered 
here during the day fans would probably interrupt their meal. Not that they didn't love the fans, but 


sometimes it gets tiring. 


The sign at the hostess podium said seat yourself so the two found a booth in the corner. They took their 
jackets off and slid in the booth. Their knees touched briefly causing James' cheeks to burn. Sure they have 
touched numerous times before, but it never felt intimate. Now everything that involved Lars made James’ 
senses heightened. He was busy studying the menu as James watched him. He knew he should be deciding what 


he wanted to eat, but he couldn't focus on anything but his best friend. 


"You know..staring at me isn't going to help you decide what you want to eat." Lars didn't miss a beat reading 
the menu as he said that. How was he so calm? Was he that confident that both their wives would just ‘be 
okay' with them being together? "I'll just have whatever you're having." Lars looked up from his menu then and 
noticed James was pale and fidgety. His eyes softened as he placed his hand on top of James’ clenched one. 
"Hey.. you know everything will be okay right? | know things seem scary right now, but we will get through it. 


We always do. You're stuck with me. Even more so now than you ever have been" 


Lars saw him visibly relax at the loving gesture, and reluctantly removed his hand as the waitress approached 
them. "Good evening, my name is Cadence and | will be taking care of you tonight. Can | start you boys off with 
something to drink?" James opened his mouth to speak, but Lars beat him to it. "I will take a Diet Coke with a 
lemon wedge, and Mr. Handsome over here will take a regular Coke." Lars watched James turn as red as the 
booth cushions they were sitting on and bury his face in his hands. He gave the waitress a triumphant grin as 
she snickered before walking away to fill their drink order. 


James narrowed his eyes at Lars from across the table. "Oh you're gonna get it later Uli.. just you wait." Lars 


stared back at him defiantly. "Oh am I? Is that a threat?" James felt his cock twitch as the thought of 
dominating Lars crossed his mind. He reached down and adjusted himself before continuing. "No, it's a promise." 
Lars felt goosebumps prickle his skin. He had seen this look from James before. He often used it when he was 
singing certain songs on stage like Of Wolf and Man for example, but this time his pupils dilated slightly and he 
looked downright predatory. 


They were interrupted again by their drinks being placed in front of them. "Diet with lemon, and Coke for Mr. 
Handsome. Now are we ready to order, or do you need a few more minutes?" James shook his head as Lars 
pointed at the menu. "We both would like the bacon cheeseburger cooked medium well with a side of loaded 
mashed potatoes and a house salad with ranch dressing please." Cadence finished writing their order down and 


took the menus. "Alright, | will get that put in for you. If you need anything else just let me know." 


The rest of their dinner went without any antics, and after a few moments of arguing who would pay, Lars 
paid the tab. James left Cadence a generous tip and they headed out to their car. Finally James brought up the 
inevitable. "So umm.. should we do this at my house or yours?" Lars glanced down at the clock before 
answering. "My house works. Plus it's closer. | will call Jess and let her know that you and Fran will be over. 


Then | will take you back to your truck." 


James sat picking at a hole in his jeans while Lars dialed Jessica's number. "Hey Jess whatcha doin?.. Oh that's 
right! The new season of that just started.. uh huh.. yeah.. oh, James and | just had dinner at that mom and 
pop diner on 4th street. Yeah he and | need to talk to you and Fran about something. No nothing bad.. okay love 
| will see you here in a little bit. Love you too babe.. bye." 


James wrung his hands in his lap nervously. It was amazing to him how Lars could just be so collected at a 
time like this. He wondered how Jessica sounded on the other end of the phone since he only heard one part of 
the conversation. He only hoped Fran wouldn't see right thru him once he got home. The rest of the car ride 
to James’ truck was silent. Lars parked behind it and placed his hand on James’ thigh. "Min Skat, breathe. 
everything will be okay. | promise no matter what happens | won't let anything bad happen" 


James looked up at him with uncertainty. "How can you be so sure? What if Fran wants a divorce Lars? | 
already almost lost her once with my drinking. |. | cant go through that feeling again. | don't even want to think 
about losing my kids.. | can't fathom that." Lars shook his head. "Hey now.. don't think like that. James you have 
to have faith in your family. Faith that they will understand. Francesca is a very patient and understanding 


woman. Give her some credit and a chance. Who knows.. maybe she will be okay with it" 


James sighed "You're right. Let's just get this over with. Give me about 45 minutes and | will be there." He 
was about to reach for the door handle when Lars placed a hand on his shoulder. James turned back to look 
into his green eyes. He had always thought Lars had the most beautiful eyes, and they always manged to make 


his knees weak. 


Lars kissed him softly, their lips molding together perfectly. Again he felt the butterflies beating against the 
walls of his stomach as James deepened the kiss. He ran his tongue along the bottom of James' lip requesting 


permission, and moaned when it was granted. Their tongues danced together feverishly as Lars urgently tried 


to unbuckle his seat-belt so he could have better access. James bit his bottom lip gently earning a needy 
allegation from Lars. "James.. please." James rested their foreheads together, their breathing equally heavy. 
'Lars.. if | don't stop now | don't think | will be able to. We have to tell our wives, but believe me | want nothing 
more than to take you right here." 


Lars groaned at his words and his jeans were noticeably tight. "Fock James.." He was about to answer Lars 
with another kiss, but his phone rang interrupting them. "Shit, it's Fran. | gotta go babe I'm sorry. I'll see you in 
a little while." James gave him one more quick kiss and got out. Lars watched him jog to his truck and drive 
off a moment later. He brought his fingers to his lips and felt the swollen flesh. James called him babe! He 
couldn't wipe the smile off his face the whole way to his house. 


Jessica was waiting for him in the living room once he got there. He gave her a quick kiss hoping she wouldn't 
smell James' aftershave. "Hey babe, James and Fran should be here in about an hour or so." Jess smiled and 
handed Lars a glass of champagne. "Okay so what's this about? Do you guys have to go on a long tour again?" 
Lars shook his head and sat down on the couch next to her. "No no, nothing like that. It's just... its 
complicated" Lars was thankful Jessica didn't pry anymore, but that didn't stop her from eyeing him carefully. 


Lars jumped when he heard the doorbell ring, and Jess rolled her eyes. Truth be told, he was a little nervous, 
but he tried not to show it around James. A few minutes later a suspicious looking Francesca and a very 
scared James entered the living room. He sat next to Lars, but not to close because he didn't want to give 
anything away just yet. Fran took a seat next to Jess and crossed one leg over the other. "So what is all this 
about? James kept beating around the bush and he knows how much | hate that." Jess took a sip of wine and 


nodded. "Yeah Lars has been avoiding confrontation too, and that's so unlike him." 


James looked at his lap and picked at a scab on his hand. Who knows where this one came from. His guitar? A 
fan maybe? All he knew is that it suddenly became way more interesting than the situation at hand. Lars 
sighed and closed his eyes before taking a deep breath. 


"Alright, so there's no other way to say this so | am just gonna come out and say it. | have been in love with 
James for a long time now.. like since 1983, and he found out today by accident. As it turns out, the feeling 
with him is mutual, and we want to try to take our relationship further. We still love you both, and our 


feelings for you haven't wavered. We just also love each other too." 


Lars watched as a number of different emotions overtook Jess and Fran's faces. He didn't know what to expect. 


He didn't dare look at James. He was sure that he felt sick to his stomach too. 


The last thought that crossed his mind was ‘Please go well. 


You Had A What?! 
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James couldn't look at anything but his lap. His palms were sweaty and his stomach churned at the thought of 
losing his family. Of course he wanted to broaden his relationship with Lars, but not at the risk of losing Fran 
and the kids. He swallowed the lump forming in his throat as he waited. It was so quiet in the room you could 


hear a pin drop. 


Francesca was the first one to speak. Uncrossing her legs she leaned down and grabbed Lars' champagne glass 
off the coffee table. Taking a sip she smacked her lips together nonchalantly. "Are you two serious? Like no 
bullshit here?" Jessica eyed her briefly before looking back at Lars as he tentatively spoke. "Yes.. we are dead 


serious.” 


Jessica got up from the couch and walked toward the pantry. She rummaged through it for a moment before 
pulling out a Captain Morgan bottle that had a layer of dust covering the label. "Well | am gonna need 
something a tad stronger. What about you Fran? Want a glass of Captain and Coke?" Fran crossed her legs 
again and eyed the men sitting before them. They resembled sad puppy dogs who knew they had done 


something wrong. "Pour me a double Jess." 


Lars hung his head for a moment to collect his thoughts. Did he just royally fuck up? It was hard to tell 
because both women were putting on their best poker faces. No real emotion shone through other than the 


initial reaction to their confession. 


After pouring the drinks Jess handed Fran hers and sat back down. James still hadn't said anything, but he did 
build up enough audacity to look into his wife's eyes. She was never the transparent type like he was. He 
searched for something, anything to ease the sickening feeling he had. It was almost impossible to read her 
though. His heart clenched at the thought of her storming out. He looked at his lap again, running the worst 


case scenario through his mind even though neither woman had said anything. 


Jessica finally turned to her best friend and held out the palm of her hand expectantly. "Well it's about damn 
time you two! Looks like you owe me fifty bucks!" Fran rolled her eyes and reached into her purse. "Dammit | 


thought you had forgotten all about that! Yeah yeah.. here take it. Don't spend it all in once place." 


Out of all the reactions James ran through his mind this wasn't one of them. His head shot up in disbelief. He 
opened his mouth to speak, but for the third time today words deserted him. All he could do was stare and 
hope Lars would question what he just heard. At least he lucked out in that aspect as he heard Lars. His voice 


barely above a whisper as he stumbled over his words. 


knowingly at both men as she chose her words carefully. "Of course we knew! Lars honey, you aren't exactly.. 
how should | say this... reserved when it comes to James.” Jessica nodded as she downed the last of her 
Captain and Coke. "Yeah honey, | mean from the day | met you | knew that you loved him more than you let on. 
| knew it was only a matter of time before you either told him, or he found out by himself. | think we were 


both surprised it took this long." 


James finally found his voice and cleared his throat. "You had a bet??" Fran's eyes softened and she leaned 
down to set her drink on the coaster. "Well yeah, it was a harmless one. | bet Jess that you two would never 
admit your feelings, and she bet that one of you would own up to the other one. Looks like she won." Jessica 
smiled triumphantly and giggled. "So.. did you two kiss yet?!" 


James turned red again and looked away and Lars bit his lip as he looked at his fingernails. Jess smacked Fran's 
arm excitedly. "Oh they totally kissedllll" Fran seemed just as excited. "James is so cute when he gets 
embarrassed isn't he! We should probably give these two some space. Wanna go get a RedBox movie and have 
a girls night?" Jess gathered the glasses and went to set them in the sink "Yeah let me just grab my jacket 


James and Lars just watched dumbfounded as the situation unfolded A few moments later the front door 
opened and the sound of their giggling wives faded into the night. Just before the front door clicked shut they 
heard one of them yell, "Make sure you use protection!" Lars rolled his eyes and flopped against the back of 
the couch. "Well that went well." 


James let out a breath that he didn't know he was holding. "Yeah I'll say. | can't believe they had a bet going 
this whole time!" Lars laughed and rubbed the back of his neck. "Yeah and neither one of us caught on. l'm just 
happy they aren't mad" James sighed and laid his head against the back of the couch closing his eyes. "Me too 


Uli. | was so sure | would be sleeping on the couch for eternity." 


Lars nuzzled into the taller man's neck. He inhaled his scent as he peppered gentle kisses along his jaw line. 
James emitted a relaxed sigh, goosebumps rising on his skin at the sudden contact. He felt the the couch shift 
as Lars straddled him. "Mmmm shall we pick up where we left off in the car?" 


James slid his hands underneath the hem of Lars’ t-shirt his calloused fingers moving over his smooth skin. 
"Someone's eager." James involuntarily bucked his hips up as Lars nipped at his ear lobe. "Gotta make up for 
lost time Het. Wanna make you feel good." James let Lars drive for the time being as he began grinding against 
him. He remembered the promise he made Lars at the diner and it made him shiver. He wanted nothing more 


than to act on it, but the friction against his now very tight jeans was just too good. 


Their kisses became more frantic as Lars tried to desperately remove James from his button up shirt. He 
eventually got tired of fumbling with the uncooperative buttons and ripped it open, making them clatter against 
the hardwood floor randomly. They would probably be finding buttons a month from now, but he didn't care. He 
broke the kiss long enough to help James take it off his arms while his own shirt was discarded somewhere 


over the back of the couch. 


The skin to skin contact was like nothing he had ever felt before. James skin was hot, his chest glistening with 
sweat beads as his breaths became more sporadic. Lars licked his lips before leaning down to trace the outline 
of his chest tattoo with his tongue. He tasted of sweat and Old Spice body wash. He nipped at his skin leaving 


little bite marks here and there in between kisses. Fuck his taste was intoxicating. 


James dug his nails in Lars' shoulders as they rocked their hips back and forth. They had developed a rhythm 
now as little moans filled the air around them like there own personal song. "James please..need you." That was 
all James needed to hear. Lars watched his pupils dilate instantaneously. He wrapped his legs around James’ 


waist as he stood up. 


He never got to explore his dominant side with Fran because she didn't like that kind of stuff. Lars wasn't the 
fragile woman he often made love too. He felt different in his arms, smelled different, and tasted different. All 
things that made his assertive side unveil itself. 


James slammed Lars against the hallway wall pressing his torso against him to hold him in place. One of his 
hands held both of Lars' wrists above his head while the other palmed the hardness in his shorts. "Fuck Lars, 
you're so hard for me.." Lars rolled his head to one side, giving James better access to mark him. "Ughh oh.. 


fock James.. more. | need morel" 


James stopped marking his neck only to place one hand around his throat. Not too hard so it hurt, but enough 
to show who was in charge. "You want more huh? Papa will give you more, but only if you're a good boy." Lars 


whimpered and nodded in submission. 


James' narrowed his eyes. "That's not being a good boy. Good boys say yes Papa" Lars was practically panting. 
He had barely even been touched, and he was already feeling the familiar heat coiling in his abdomen. "Now let's 
try this again. Will you be a good boy for me?" Lars cried out as James bit slightly harder at his neck. "AHI 
Yes.. Papa" 


James gave Lars a devilish grin as he set him down. "Good, now be a good boy and go get ready for me. | need 


to go grab a few things out of my truck." Lars looked at him expectantly before doing as he was told. 


What kinds of things was James getting? 


Obey 
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Lars dutifully obeyed as he hurried back to the bedroom like James ordered. He pulled back the heavy 

comforter on the bed to reveal the burgundy silk sheets. He slid his mesh shorts down his legs relishing the 
feeling of the material causing that little bit of friction against his hardness. His shirt followed suit as it was 
pulled over his head. He was now completely naked, his body anticipating what James was going to do to him. 


Meanwhile James was itching to see how far Lars was willing to go since neither of them had really got to 
explore this side of their desires. James felt giddy as he approached the back of his truck. It was almost 
completely dark out save for the streetlamps and the occasional porch light. 


James felt kind of exposed sporting nothing but his shorts, but he didn’t intend on being outside for very much 
longer. Quickly he grabbed the rope and whip he kept locked in his tool box that was bolted to the steel floor 
of the bed. These were items that he kept in hopes to use them one day, but he had no idea that the 


someone he used them on would be Lars. 


James slammed the tailgate and headed swiftly back into the house. The moon lit his path as he made his way 
through the front room to the hallway that led to his newfound lover. He felt his dick twitch in anticipation as 
he stood in the dark hallway. Licking his lips involuntarily he thought of the beautiful moans and whimpers Lars 
would soon be making for him. His Dane. It was amazing to him how different those words meant to him now. 
James walked towards the light shining invitingly from under the door. 


He pushed the door open revealing Lars laying in the middle of his big bed The sheets were bunched up, and 
he was breathing slightly heavier than normal. James' eyes darkened as he took him in. He was completely 
naked laying on his side, his right hand running up and down his thigh tantalizingly slow. 


"Good. You did well for your first order." James hardly recognized his own voice it was so thick with arousal. 


Lars bit his lip causing it to become white where his teeth connected "Course | did. I'm a good listener James." 


At the mention of his name James stalked forward like a lion would seek out his prey. He towered over Lars 
looking into his eyes and wrapped one of his massive hands firmly around his throat. "Did | give you permission 
to call me James?" Lars shook his head. James dropped the rope and unfurled his whip with a loud crack. "I 
expect you to answer me Lars." James said darkly. Lars' breath hitched at the sound of the whip. "Y-Yes 
Papa..." 


James savored the needy tone of Lars’ voice. It was something he hoped to hear more of once they really got 
started. "Now.." James said as he dropped the whip on top of the coiled rope. "Let's think of a safe word shall 
we?" He ran his free hand up Lars’ leg digging his nails in slightly causing him to buck his hips up and his eyes 
to roll back into his head. "Ah ah ah! Did | say you could move?" 


Lars swallowed, his voice coming out in a choked whimper "N-No Papa." James released his throat, admiring 
the white fingertip prints that appeared momentarily along his jugular. "Good boy.Now you're getting the hang 
of it. Let's see .. where were we?" James tapped the white hair of his goatee with one of his index fingers. 


"That's right! We were establishing a safe word Do you have one in mind, or shall | pick it for you?" 


James continued to run his calloused hand along the soft skin of Lars’ inner thigh as he waited for a response. 
"N-Na..0H FOCK" Before he could stutter the word he chose James straddled him and took his pierced nipple 
between his teeth. "What was that sweetheart? Papa couldn't hear you. Gonna have to speak up" Lars 
thrashed his head from side to side trying to get any friction he could against his leaking cock. James twisted 
the other nipple with his thumb and index finger roughly making Lars cry out. "Tsk tsk tsk.. am | gonna have to 
get the whip out early? | expect an answer when | ask you a question. Now what was the safe word you were 


trying to tell me?" 


Lars could barely think let alone speak, but he knew that the only way he would get what he wanted was to 
obey. "N-Napster." Between a heavy breath he managed a whisper. James must of heard him because he let 
out a full body laugh. "Did you say Napster?! Oh God | love it! Okay, Napster it is then" 


James reached down and grabbed the rope that sat coiled on the floor. "Do you trust me Lars? Is everything 
we're doing still okay?" Lars looked in James' cerulean eyes with a need he never thought he possessed. "Yes 
P-Papa, | trust you." James bit his lip and began unraveling his restraint of choice. "Good because | don't think 
| could have resisted if you said no. You look so breathtaking like this sweetheart” 


James had finished unraveling the rope and took one of Lars' wrists in his hand. "Gotta make sure you behave 
for me though. Don't want you moving on me once we really get going." He watched as the threads of the rope 
left little indents in his skin. "Is that too tight baby?" Lars’ harsh breathing was coming in pants now, and 
James had barely touched him. "N-No Papa.. feels good.. p-please l-l need you.." 


James kissed Lars feverishly relishing in the sweet taste of his hot mouth. Their tongues danced together as 
Lars arched his back trying to gain some sort of friction He pulled at his restraints making the rope dig 
deeper into the inside of his wrists. Oh how he wanted to touch his lover. James started a trail of open mouth 


kisses along Lars’ jawline. He savored his little gasps and mewls as he traveled down to his chest. 


James ran his big calloused hands up and down Lars’ torso. He made sure to pay special attention to his nipple 
ring again. Admiring the way Lars sucked in a breath every time his fingers danced over the pierced bud. 
James continued to kiss lower as Lars’ pleas became more urgent. "Oh Fock.. Please.. please touch me." James 
let out a little chuckle and nipped at his hip bone. "| am touchin: you darlin Lars let out a lone whimper. 


"James.. James please" 


Hearing his name again made his already leaking cock release another bead of precum. "Tsk Tsk.. Sweetheart did 
you just call me James?" Lars soon realized his mistake and tried his best to backtrack. "l. | just.. | meant." 
James placed his index finger over his Dane's lips causing him to shiver. "Now don't lie and make your 
punishment worse baby." Before he acted on purishing Lars, he stripped out of the remainder of clothes he 


still had on. 


Lars watched silently as James grabbed the thick leather handle of the whip. He bit his lip as the thin tip 
traced the inside of his left thigh. "Now how many shall | give you hmm?" James continued to drag it 
agonizingly slow along the sensitive skin near his groin "l. l.. Fock." Without warning James brought the whip 


down with a flick of his wrist. It connected with Lars’ thigh with a loud crack eliciting a loud moan from Lars’ 


"AHH! FOCK.pl-please." 


James watched as a clean red welt rose on Lars’ beautiful fair skin. Admiring the thin abrasion he decided to 
leave five more. Once he was finished they were both panting. James grabbed a container of aloe and rubbed 
some into each sensitive mark that he left. Lars winced with each feather-light touch James provided to his 
fresh wounds. He shook with arousal as a few lone tears fell from his eyes. James kissed each welt tenderly 


as well as his drummer's tear-stained cheeks. He was so proud of him. 


‘Lars, baby you did so well. l'm so proud of you sweetheart. Papa is gonna take good care of you now." Lars 
could barely form a coherent thought let alone a sentence. Luckily James captured his mouth with his before 
he tried to speak His kiss was tinged with passion and want as he slid his tongue past the smaller man's lips 
once more. He slid his thick cock against Lars’! making him buck his hips involuntarily. James wondered how he 


had held out this long, but he wasn't about to finish now..not without being inside his beautiful Dane. 


Using both their precum James got his fingers slick as possible before pressing lightly against Lars’ pucker. He 
sucked in a breath as James breached the small opening. "Shh. shh darlin’ you gotta breathe. That's it... relax 
baby.. gotta relax and let me in" Lars finally listened to James’ calming words and soon was filled with two of 
his skillful fingers. James began scissoring him open finally finding that little bundle of nerves he was looking 
for. If James thought the sounds Lars made earlier were beautiful then he was sorely wrong. 


The cry Lars let out was music to his ears. Damn he needed to make him do that again. Before long Lars was 
meeting every thrust desperately. James knew he was ready. With one last thrust he removed his fingers 
evoking a needy whimper from Lars. "Don't fret sweetheart, Papa's gonna give you what you need." James lined 
himself up with Lars’ entrance and pushed in slightly. He knew his girth was going to cause him some pain so 


he did his best to ease it. 


Lars held his breath and gripped the sheets as James kissed and licked the tears off his cheeks. "Darlin! you 
gotta breathe for me. The pains almost over. | promise." He captured his lips in a tender kiss. "C'mon baby.. 
relax." Again his words soothed Lars, and soon James was fully seated inside his lover. "You're doing so good 


baby. Such a good boy...” 


James knew how badly Lars wanted to touch him so he reached up and untied his restraints. When shaky 


hands wrapped around his neck and Lars' soft emerald eyes met his blue ones James knew he was home. He 


kissed him sweetly relishing in how good it felt to be one with his lifelong band mate. Why they hadn't fulfilled 
this mutual want before, he would never know. Finally after allowing Lars adjust to his size, James was given a 


silent nod. 


Slowly he built up a rhythm. A steady pace that wasn't too harsh, but not too timid either. This wasn't the 
sex he was used too. Not just because Lars was a man, no this was something he didn't do often. Normally 
when he he was with Fran this way things were pretty simple. They fucked, got each other off, and that was 
it. This was something way more intimate. What he and Lars were sharing was a declaration of love. Something 


that no one would take away from them. 


Pretty soon, both their cries filled the room. Lars’ pleas became more urgent as James' thrusts became more 
erratic. "Papa. Papa please. please let me cum. |. | need to cum.." James positioned himself so he continued to 
hit that little bundle of nerves inside Lars repeatedly. He felt his orgasm approaching and locked eyes with 
Lars. "Let go sweetheart.. cum with me.." Just as James gave his final thrust Lars threw his head back and 


came untouched. 


After coming down from the euphoria James slowly slid himself out of Lars and cradled him in his arms. He 
smoothed the pad of his thumb over his cheek and lovingly kissed him. "I love you Lars.. | love you so much 
you did so good" Lars smiled sleepily and gave him a chaste kiss. "I love you too James." He snuggled deeper 
into his embrace barely able to keep his eyes open. "Sleep now darlin’. I'll be here when you wake up." A few 
minutes later James felt Lars' breathing even out. The last thought that crossed his mind before sleep 

overcame him was how he wanted to spend forever with his Dane, but how would Jess and Fran take that? 


Realization 
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Jess giggled as she unlocked the front door. Fran shook her hair out of her pony tail as she followed her best 


friend inside. 
"What do you think our two love birds got into hmm?" 
Fran set her purse on the end table and plopped down on the couch. 


"| dunno Jess, | don't even hear them talking. They must have had a good time cause the house is almost too 


quiet." 

Jess took a drink of water and set her cup in the sink before turning her attention to the hallway. 

"Well, lets go investigate shall we?" 

Both of them shared the same mischievous grin as they approached the bedroom door. As carefully and 
quietly as she could, Jessica opened the bedroom door. Neither of them could have prepared for the sight 
before them. 

James lay on his back, the comforter covering his waist. He had his head turned slightly to the left and he 
was breathing deeply. His right arm rested above his head while his left curled protectively around Lars' tiny 
frame. Lars rested on his stomach. He had his left arm flopped over James’ tattooed chest. His head rested on 


his pectoral as he snored lightly. 


After a moment of looking around the room Fran saw both men's clothes strewn aimlessly around the room. 


She nudged Jessica in the side pointing to the mess. 

"Looks like they had a good time in here." 

Jess whispered back and tried to suppress her sricker. 

"Your damn right it does. Lets let them sleep. We can share the spare bed if you want." 


Fran nodded in agreement and followed Jessica out of the bedroom leaving behind their sleeping husbands. Both 


girls changed into more comfortable clothes and crawled beneath the covers of the guest bed. Neither one 


could sleep as they thought about their men, and the silence only made more thoughts flood their minds. Fran 
was the first to break the silence. 


"Hey Jess, you awake?" 

Jessica turned over and faced the blonde. 

"You can't sleep either?" 

Francesca sighed and tucked her hair behind her ear. 

"Well, I've just been thinking..about all this. and | mean.. it's just.. all so sudden. | mean don't get me wrong, | 
love James. | love him with all my heart and all | want is for him to be happy. | just... | hope he doesn't lose 


that love for me you know? Now that he has Lars and all." 


Jessica scooted closer to her and wrapped an arm around her. She could feel Fran's pulse quicken, but chose to 


ignore it. 


"Fran, | totally get it. | mean, in the beginning when | first started dating Lars | could see that he loved James. 
And I'm not talking about love like a brother, | mean like he'd fallen hard for him. At first | was jealous, and 
felt like | was James' competition, but now.. now | see that Lars is fully capable of being committed to both 
James and |." 


Fran let her arm rest on the small of Jessica's back. 

"How can you be so sure Jess?" 

Jessica began to play with the heart on Fran's necklace and swallowed thickly before she spoke again. 

"Because Lars still finds time to do special things with me. He still takes me out, pampers me, leaves me little 
surprises here and there, and makes time to call me when they're on the road. He made a promise to me that 
he would always find the time to do those things no matter what, and he's never broken a promise to me. You 
know, | bet he would give anything to do those things for James. Leave him little notes and surprises. | bet 
Lars would be so excited to do those things for him too." 

Jess felt Fran chuckle as she started to moved her hand up and down her back. 

"| don't know how James would feel about that. He isn't really the romantic type. He definitely doesn't like the 
be the center of attention.. which has always made me laugh because he's the fucking lead singer of Metallica 
for Pete's sake. Who know's though, maybe he's changing. | mean | never thought he and Lars would actually 


hook up, and now.. now I'll believe anything." 


Jessica yawned and curled herself tighter against Fran's side. 


"I think we should see where they decide to take things. Who knows, maybe we can all be like one big happy 


family or something." 


Fran sighed and closed her eyes as she felt Jessica's breathing even out. She just wasn't ready to tell Jess 
everything on her mind. Now she was starting to sound like Lars. She didn't respond until she was for sure she 


was the only one left awake. 
"What if | want to make this work." 


Finally she was able to relax as the thoughts of today's events and the soft sound of Jess’ breathing lulled her 


to sleep. 


